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were quite prepared for a crowd when we landed. I had notified the
King that I would take official leave of him at n a.m. This I knew
would take all the available guards to the palace and would give me
an excuse for taking an armed escort on shore.
Next morning, May 19, 1900, fifty men were landed under
Lieutenant On: to wait for me on the pier. I landed with the captain
and walked through the crowd to the palace, meeting Vice-Consul
Leefe at the gate. Here our guard of fifty men was halted, but just
inside the fence was the King's guard and band to salute us as before.
In the throne room they were all assembled in their Sunday best.
Here I had to speak. Speaking officially, I had to warn the King that
the unworthy duplicity he had shown over Section 2 would not avail
him, for I warned him solemnly that any breach of it (entering into
relations with foreign powers except through the British Government)
would be treated as a breach of the treaty and visited on his head. I
said that if the representative of a great Power had behaved as he
had, it would have resulted in war. He looked very foolish and
uncomfortable, and Captain Ravenhill told me later that Fatafehi's
face was " changed." So it ought to have been, for the old wretch
ought never to have supported his precious son in an outrageous lie.
When I had finished speaking there was a pause. The King and
Kubu smiled their relief when I said that I had done with official
warnings and was now to take leave of them as a friend.
The King said that he wished to speak to me privately, and we went
out to the porch. Even then he could not speak the truth. What he
wanted was to find out what I intended to do. He said that my letter
of the day before had hit him very hard. I replied that there were
times when plaSin speaking was necessary. When I said that it was a
sad day for me, he pricked up his ears. He thought that I was grieving
for what I was going to do, and this above all things he wanted to
know. His face fell when I said that I was grieved at having to leave
Tonga. We shook hands at last, and I had to halt outside while the
band played our national anthem. At the gate my guard presented
arms and fell in behind us. The entire population, white and brown,
were assembled on the beach, and I heard afterwards that the Tongans
were saying, " There they go, beaten; they fought our chiefs for our
country and got the worst of it." Poor things, they were soon going
to sing a different tune!